NEW   MEN-OLD   METHODS
rusty wire he falls and punctures his face. Two years
later a military funeral leaves Millbank Hospital,
and on the gun-carriage are the mortal remains of
Pope. The dirty wire killed him.
We are now in country unspoilt by battle, save for
a sheilhole, here and there. Its turn is to come in
six months5 time. The woods are green, the part-
ridges are nesting. We salve the hay and clover, and
gather mushrooms in the cellars. This seems a
heaven-sent opportunity for the men to learn all
about war and to be quietly entered before a more
gigantic fray,
Minor operations are the order of the day. The
Welch bag a machine gun and prisoners on their
own initiative; the Fusiliers make a most valuable
identification; the Borderers carry out well-planned
raids. Meanwhile, in wide no man's land, swept
free from Germans, each man learns war-sense, and
in the line itself the miners create a model trench
system,
Yet even in these pleasant surroundings the
tragedy of war is with us.
Two officer patrols of one regiment meet by mis-
take in no man's land, and, each mistaking the other
for an enemy*, gets to grips in no uncertain manner,
with all the usual implements of destruction and
disastrous results in dead and wTounded. In hospital,
the leader of each patrol tells the other how he